Kit ignored him and looked across at Gabrielle.    " Will you
for us? "
"I-didn't know she sang," Richard murmured to JeSry, who sat
beside him on the love-seat.
" Oh, yes, beautifully," Jeffry replied with strained cordiality.
Dumas accompanied her, and Gabrielle sang Jeannie With the Light
Brown Hair and Believe Me If All Those Endearing Young Charms.
Never had he heard her do any better, Dumas thought. Her love
enriched her performance.
Kit caught the thrilling quality of her voice at once and thought
that the best thing he could look back on through the years was the
knowledge that he had had a small part in the making of Gabrielle's
destiny.
Richard was frankly astounded. " Without doubt," he said, " that
is the most entrancing voice I've ever heard."
Julia was cold with resentment. Her glance travelled from Richard
to Jeffry. She could read the same admiration in the eyes of each of
them, but it was because of Jeffry that she suffered. Appalled and
hurt, she thought, " Whatever I accomplish, she'll always be ahead of
me." And for a moment she thought that she would get Jeffry back.
She would show Gabrielle where her power lay. Quite visibly, every
man in the room was conscious of Gabrielle at the moment, and
unconscious of her. Julia seethed with a sense of unfairness.
But soon Kit, the quiet, the retiring, stole the limelight fro^w
Gabrielle. Before taking his leave, he leaned against the fireplace, his
blond head slighdy bent, his shoulders curiously at ease. " Interested
in hearing some news? " he asked casually.
" Of course," said Gabrielle, while the others waited expectantly.
" I'm leaving for Chicago to-morrow. Elle and I are going to be
married Saturday morning."
A hush setded over the room, a silence so unbearable that Richard
had to break it. " Well, I suppose congratulations are in order."
Their voices rushed at Kit, eager, questioning. Only Gabrielle did
not speak. She could not have said a word if her life had depended
on it.
When the furore calmed down, Kit sought Gabrielle, where she sat
near the windows. " Aren't you going to wish me happiness, my
dear? "
She felt as if the room had fallen away from her, leaving her
stranded in a strangely desolate world. From this far place, her voice
reached out to Kit, " I wish you every happiness."
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